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nice girls in the school—Miss Elizabeth Fish, Miss Rut-
gers, Miss Morewood, all older than we were, and the
Langdons, granddaughters of Mr. Astor, who were about
our age. Here we sat with our feet in the stocks—here I
became very intimate with the Kings of Egypt, and the
great men of Greece. Here, if we were disorderly, or our
nails were not properly cleaned, we were obliged to wear
a real pig's-foot tied around our neck! One tragic morn-
ing Miss Morewood, the oldest girl, eighteen, and a per-
fect pupil, left her work lying about, and was condemned
to wear the pig's-foot! Mrs. Holt shed a tear, Miss
Morewood wept, and I fancy we all cried—but stern
justice was administered—the pig's-foot was worn by
the model pupil! These young ladies often were escorted
from school by their beaux. Miss Rutgers, now Mrs.	,
and a grandmother, has been in Cooperstown lately. On
one occasion I was told to write a composition on the dif-
ference between the characters of Washington and Frank-
lin—your Grandfather no sooner learned the subject
allotted to me, than he took his hat, walked in to Mrs.
Holt's, and remonstrated on the folly of giving such a
task to a child of nine. That composition was never
written.
In those days your Grandfather saw frequently many
officers of the army and navy. I remember on one occasion
his bringing General Scott home to dinner, and my
amazement at his great height—as he stood at the win-
dow he looked out of the upper sash. Your Grandfather
was also partial to the society of artists, all painters;
there was no American sculptor in those days. Mr. Dun-
lap and Mr. Cole, I remember especially. I remember
being taken to see a picture of great size, Death on the
White Horse, painted by Mr. Dunlap. It was about this

